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In loving memory of my father Zereay Tesfamariam, Mrs Newton and to all migrants/ refugees who lost their life in search of better life.  

God bless your souls!
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Over the years, I have learned that what is meant for you will be yours no matter what or how long it may take, but I did not expect it would be recurring coincidences, that would lead me to discover my unexpected treasure in the middle of nowhere.

The story I am about to share is a true one about a personal journey. It tells the story about how I came to connect with my deceased father’s family after dreaming of him for the first time in my life. The documents my newfound family presented to me take me on my journey to the United States of America and allow me to discover things I had never dreamt or even thought of. 

I wish to share this story with you because I believe miracles do happen when the time is right. No matter what destiny holds for you, it will wait. The people who will be part of your miracle or destiny have been chosen before you meet them or know them. They may be in your life for a long time or a short time or you could just meet them in that instant. They all serve their purpose for that moment in time, when it is the right time, which is ‘God’s time, not your time’. God’s time is perfect!

Mine is a journey of connection, spirituality and humanity. The saying goes ‘the right place at the right time’. Another says that if you search you shall find a needle in a haystack. An ordinary life can be transformed by the people we meet at different crossroads, willingly and unexpectedly. We are connected like a web without being conscious of it. We plan our life with some thought or direction as to where we want to be or where we want to go but we forget to remember that God has mapped it all out before we put in the energy of thinking and planning, as I have learned from my journey. 

I mention many countries and cities around the world in my story. This is to give you a picture of how and where my journey started and where it ended. It is not to give tourist information as such but to allow you to follow my steps and the paths I took along the way before I discovered my priceless treasure. It was those different paths and small steps I took and the people I met along the way that made it possible for me to share this story. It is normal for most people when they are travelling to do some sightseeing, shopping or whatever they have an interest in. I mention these again not to indicate tourist information or to cater to a shopaholic or someone who is a fashionista but as part of the process of my journey.

I want to share my story, because I believe it is a phenomenon in both a spiritual and a human sense; it is not to showcase my cultural knowledge. If that is what you are looking for, I am sure you can research on your own to broaden your horizons. 

In this story, I have altered some of the names for privacy reasons (of privacy), but other than that, the events are all true as I recall them. I have not used names at times to limit confusion. I have not described or introduced myself in detail, as I believe the story is more about the people who came into my life rather than me and I want to give them the platform they deserve. After all, they are the driving force of the story and I am just the passenger who happens to go on the journey. 
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Dear God 

I thank you for this moment. I am extremely grateful.

I thank you for protecting me and guiding me throughout my life and my journey. I pray to you, God, to hold my hands as I continue my journey. I am extremely grateful for all things in my life you have taught me and showed me in order to be a better person. Most of all I thank you for my health, the unconditional, true love you have given me and showed me so that I could share my miraculous story with the world. I am overwhelmed that the time has come for me to share it. 

I thank the Kidane family for looking out for me all these years and keeping my father’s belongings and handing them over to me. 

I thank the Newton family for caring and looking after my father, giving him an opportunity to discover and learn as was his wish. Thank you also for preserving his mementos all these years in your keepsake box. You have shown me the true meaning of unconditional love. You waited for me not knowing who I was or when I would come. You waited all those years so that I could feel love in every cell, bone and fibre in my body, and spread the love you have in you. I am overwhelmed by your kindness, humanity and love, and I am blessed to have you as my family. 

I thank Zelalem for making my journey complete. Without you, I could not have been able to tell this story. We both witnessed phenomena and experienced a journey of a lifetime, one we could share with the world. I thank you from the bottom of my heart for being in my life. God bless you and your family. May He look over you and guide you. 

I thank my mother Bezunesh for giving me life. 

My dearest Aunt Mary and my Godmother, Tsehaye, thank you for your love, for all your support and for always being there to listen. I would not have the strength to face the challenges that life throws at times if it were not for you. You are my gift from above to soothe my pains. May God give abundant health and happiness to you and your families. 

I thank also each person who has walked into my life for whatever reason or circumstances. You were – or are – part of my life for whatever time was supposed and allowed to be. 

I thank those who gave their valuable time to give me their honest, constructive feedback on my story and for all your support, which encouraged me to do research and implement your advice in order to finish writing. 

I thank those who helped me edit at the start – Jill, Paul, Alysha and Anahid – and those who directed me to the right people. I thank Kate, Joanne, and Jenn for all your suggestions and I thank Erin for helping with formatting. I thank Ian and Rania for helping me with covers. I thank Rania, Robbi and Pouya for website design advise.
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It was during those wonderful moments of sleep that I had the most amazing dreams. I dreamt of a person who I had never dreamt of in my entire life or even thought about much. I realise now I had to come back to this city to dream one sweet dream and start a journey.

In spring 1999, at the age of 27, I decided to live and work in London. I needed a change from the slow pace of my laid-back life in Sydney. I led a simple life that was stress free. Don’t get me wrong, my life in Sydney was far from boring. I had a busy social life with my friends and I enjoyed spending time with them. Then again, in your twenties, there is no greater pleasure than socialising with your friends. I just wanted to experience what the rest of the world had to offer and be part of the action. 

So, like many young Australians in their twenties, I decided to embark on a working holiday. One thing for sure, I was not prepared for what my new adventure would have in store for me, especially meeting the extraordinary people who would change my life and guide me to go places I never thought of going. I knew London was expensive, so I gave myself six months to find a decent job and a place to live. I worked two jobs to save for my trip – by day in a vitamin company call centre as a sales representative, and by night as a waitress in a local Italian restaurant. I hoped that I did not have to do that in London as my body ached all over by the end of my shift. 

My life in London was ordinary but the people around me made it extraordinary. I learned a lot in my relationships, and at work, but I learned the hard way as well, as you do in life. With time, love taught me to be patient and I learned to accept situations. I learned that being in a serious relationship is the hardest job in the world, as you don’t know which direction things are coming at you from, left or right, as changes can take place from one minute to the next and you don’t always know how you will deal with any scenario. In my nine to five jobs, I knew what to expect and just did my work routinely. But I found the only way to overcome the challenges of a relationship is with patience and compassion, not to run away at each trial. 

In time I learned to be very patient in all aspects of my life. I met all sorts of people from all over the world. I worked in various places and in different industries and met some very colourful people; some changed my life for the better and some pushed my buttons and made my life difficult. But I learned to face the challenges and to overcome them. 

London made me resilient. In my previous workplaces, I had never experienced having to watch every word that came out of my mouth to a colleague, but there was one person in particular who challenged me at my last job. I found her constant mood changes were affecting my work environment but I learned to get on with things and simply told myself she is here to make me stronger by challenging me how I deal with her. The less said the better, and so I only answered her when she asked about a work related matter in a professional manner.

My accommodation arrangements varied according to my circumstances. I lived in a share house for a while as well as on my own around the West and North West of London. I had lovely friends who opened their houses for me whenever I needed a place and I am enormously grateful to them. London can be a cold and lonely place, even with lots of people around you.

My six months trial stay ended up being six and half years. Life goes very fast in London. I was in a relationship my entire stay. In my second week I met my Ethiopian boyfriend while walking in the street. Love has no specific location or venue; it will happen as it is intended and is valid until it has run its course.

When I arrived in London, I was as sick as a dog with a bad cold that left me with one ear blocked. I guess my body was in shock going from the warm Australian weather to the cold British climate. The day I met my boyfriend Elias, a friend I was staying with in St Johns Wood asked me to go with her to Kilburn High Road, which was within walking distance from the flat, to get some fresh air. It would do me good, I was told, so I dragged myself out to the bustling main road of Kilburn. On the way back home, with grocery bags in our hands, a tall black man crossed over the road and stared directly into my eyes as he walked past me. I thought it very strange to stare so intensely at someone so close up. I walked a few steps and turned to see what it was all about.

As he was opening his car door, he glanced over, and formally apologised. ‘Sorry, I thought you were Ethiopian.’ 

‘Yes, I am,’ I uttered, motioning so what? 

He responded casually in Amharic, the Ethiopian official language, ‘Oh, you are. I have not seen you around this area.’ 

While we were having this chat, I was pushing on my blocked ear so as to hear what he was saying. But I was still having trouble hearing him so I started to walk towards him. 

‘What are you doing, Betty’? My friend muttered cautiously,

‘It is okay,’ I reassured her. ‘He is Ethiopian.’ 

I had grown up knowing Ethiopians to be kind, hospitable people so I was confident nothing bad would happen.

My friend however had just been in the middle of giving me advice about being careful in this big city and with strangers before this man stopped us with his ogling.  

‘I have just arrived from Australia,’ I said in a calm voice. ‘Where I come from, in Sydney, it is not every day I meet Ethiopians, let alone in the street.’ 

He opened his glove box and started to look for something. He then asked if I had a telephone number. 

I denied his request, for all the right reasons. ‘No, I don’t have one.’ 

In fact, it was true. I didn’t have a mobile and I didn’t want to give my friend’s home line. He continued with more questions, and asked if I had a piece of paper and pen. But I refused to give him any information, even though I did have my Filofax and a pen with me. It’s not usual to give your phone number to a stranger in the street. Besides, I had just arrived in a new country, and I was more concerned with getting a job and finding my own place. I was just not interested. And I found his heavy staring a bit too much. I did not want to meet him again for any purpose. 

He smiled and added, ‘Oh well, see you around.’ 

‘Yes,’ I answered back half-heartedly.

He closed his car door and started the engine. As he drove past us, his head out the window he shouted out loudly, ‘The number is on the wall.’  

I looked towards the auto shop he had pointed out. When my friend asked what he said I translated. She looked up to her right and with enthusiasm exclaimed, ‘I see, are you going to call him?’ 

‘Don’t be silly, no,’ I said softly.

She then started chanting repeatedly in a girlish voice, ‘Betty has got a boyfriend.’ 

I laughed but persisted. ‘I don’t think so,’ I told her in a very assured tone. 

Three weeks later, I had to go to the Department of the National Insurance Office to get my national insurance number (tax number). The address my friend gave me meant I had to walk past the auto shop where I had seen Elias, the tall Ethiopian man with the big eyes. It was 

mid-morning. I intended to just keep on walking until I reached Kilburn High Road train station. However, I stopped outside, contemplating whether to go inside the auto shop. I could ask the best way to get to the Department of National Insurance Office. Finally, I decided to go in. 

A young Caucasian man approached and asked, ‘Can I help you?’ 

I hesitated and then I started to call out a few names that I thought were close to what I had been told that day in the street because I had forgotten his name. The young man looked at me. He seemed to imply no such person worked there, and then I described him with a hand gesture. ‘Tall Ethiopian man,’ I told him.

He said a name. I was not certain it was right. ‘I think so,’ I told him.

He asked me to wait and said he would get him. I stood there anxiously. A few minutes later, I saw the man I was looking for walking towards me with a big smile, and again staring at me with his eyes wide open. 

‘Wait, I will be back,’ he said cheerfully and left right away. 

He came back not long after, still with the nice smile on his face, and handed me a piece of paper with his name, mobile and work number written on it. 

I accepted it reluctantly, but with a smile of my own as I thought what he had done was funny. I did not know what to make of his big staring eyes. Was he surprised or happy to see me? Or was this just a habit? I must say he had nice eyes, big light brown eyes. I always notice nice eyes but I had never seen eyes that looked so surprised so often. I also noticed he had broad shoulders, he was very manly, strong, with a small amount of facial hair on his upper lip, and while I am not keen on moustaches, it added to his charm nonetheless. I thought only Magnum PI Tom Selleck could sport a nice moustache, but I could be wrong here. Unlike Tom Selleck however, his was not as bushy. He had a receding hairline, and his hair was soft and curly and cut very short.

I apologised for stopping at his workplace and told him I needed help with directions. He told me that there were many stations in Kilburn and the Department of National Insurance was not in this area but further up in Cricklewood. 

I showed my appreciation with a sincere smile followed by, ‘Thank you.’ 

His eyes widened again, and he asked me to call him.

‘I will,’ I stammered.

But I was still not sure if I would make the call. I saw him as coming on too strong also; I was not looking for a relationship at this time. 

He asked what I was up to that week, if I was not too busy to meet up on Thursday night. 

I felt a bit stressed. ‘I am very busy trying to find a job, and I am not well. I have a cold that I can’t seem to shake,’ I told him. 

He implored, ‘Try to call me.’ 

I politely agreed. ‘Okay.’ 

Down the track, I found out we knew a family in common. 

A week later, I arranged to meet a family friend’s daughter, Beza, who is like a cousin, for the first time in 11 years. That same morning she had received a phone call from the tall Ethiopian man I had met in the street. 

‘Sorry,’ she told him, ‘I am in hurry to meet a cousin whom I have not seen in 11 years who is here from Australia.’ 

‘Oh, you mean Betty with the long hair?’ he asked.

‘How do you know her?’ Beza asked him. ‘Keep away from her,’ she warned him. 

Beza and I were talking away about our life over a coffee at Marble Arch filling each other in on what we had been up to, and how the rest of the family were keeping. Then she mentioned a man’s name and asked if I knew Elias.

I was stunned. ‘Yes, I have met a man by that name in the street.’ 

She told me they were like family. 

A month after I saw Elias at his work, I was staying overnight in Shepherds Bush at Beza’s flat. The next day as I was having a bath, I heard a very deep voice. A man was asking my cousin who was in the bathroom. 

‘Betty,’ Beza said.

Then I heard him call out in a smooth, sarcastic voice, his mouth close to the bathroom door, ‘Do you want some help?’ 

Not sure whom I was replying to I replied politely, ‘No thanks, I can manage.’ 

After my bath, I walked into the kitchen, and there was the tall handsome Ethiopian man from the auto shop, sitting at the table and having a cup of tea as if he did this often. He looked very much at home. I was shocked and nervous at the same time to see him. There is a very big Ethiopian community in London, unlike in Australia. He muttered ‘Hi’ but did not show his trademark ogle. In fact, I found him to be a bit cold towards me. Then he asked how I was finding London and if I was enjoying it. It sounded to me as if he was asking these questions out of politeness, not interest. He was there to help my cousin to put up a bookshelf. 

As it was getting dark, I asked Beza to ask Elias to drop me at my friend Kate’s flat in Latimer Road, which was close by. He agreed to give me a lift. I was going to house sit while Kate was going on holiday.

As we were driving, I asked if I could use his mobile to let my friend know I was on the way as I was running late. I showed my gratitude before stepping out of the car, saying ‘Thank you for the lift.’ 

He pleasantly answered back, “No worries.”  He then asked me, with a serious expression on his face and a frown. “Why don’t we live together?” 

I looked at him surprised and I laughed out aloud. I pointed to him with glare, “You don’t even know me.  You are crazy,” and I left.  

Four days later the home line phone rang one evening. I heard a familiar deep voice asking in Amharic if I was adjusting well into my new place. I was shocked to hear him and asked how he got the number. 

He replied confidently in a relaxed voice. ‘I looked up the number from when you used my mobile to make the call when I dropped you off.’ He assured me the reason for his call was nothing to be concerned about. ‘I just wanted to check if you are okay.’ 

I smiled, pleased. ‘Thanks for checking on me.’  Then I added, ‘You did not look too pleased to see me again at my cousin’s Beza flat the other day.’ 

‘Well, I waited for your phone call but you never called. I thought you were not interested in me, so I convinced myself not to bother. Then I saw you again.’ 

We started to have a proper conversation then, about life, how long he had been living in London, my life in Australia, my family and religion and how my job hunt was going. Before long, I was feeling much more comfortable talking with him. He asked if we could meet and I agreed. But as friends, I stressed, as I was not ready for anything else yet. 

And we were friends for a long time before our friendship developed into boyfriend and girlfriend. The rest, as they say, is history. 
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Prior to my departure for London, I had applied for a position in Sydney as a travel consultant but I hadn’t got the job. After temping for various companies in London, I had no job for three weeks. I panicked as you do when there is no income coming in and you are living on a tight budget. Nevertheless, my old friend Ian from Sydney assured me I would get a job and told me to enjoy the free time I had as I soon may be working so hard that I would be wishing I had some free time. I sent so many CVs out that I didn’t know anymore to whom I had applied. 

Like my friend Ian envisaged, a job came knocking. It was with the same travel company that I had applied to in Sydney before I left. I had applied after meeting by chance the human resources manager at a staff farewell party I went along to with an acquaintance. The human resources manager told me that night to send my CV as soon as possible. Weeks later, I got one of those dreadful formal letters telling me, ‘Sorry but you did not get the job’. One morning, two months later in the lift, we met again. The human resources manager was definitely surprised to see me; the look on her face summed up her absolute confusion. ‘How?’ she asked.

I tried to be polite and acknowledged her with a thin smile, which did not change the expression on her face.

This time round I had got the job through a recruitment agency, although I don’t remember sending my CV to the agency as I had sent so many out at once. The job was in the accounts department, working as an accounts clerk. I had mentioned to the bubbly agent that I had heard of the travel company and knew the High Street Kensington area but did not admit to her that I had applied for jobs with them in two different countries in less than a year. Later that day the recruitment agency called to inform me I got the job. At first, she made it sound as if I didn’t get it. When she told me I had, I screamed with euphoria and thanked her many times, over and over.

I had one of the best times of my life with that travel company from 1999 to 2001 in High Street Kensington. I worked in various departments and got a promotion not long after I started. As time passed, I noticed the human resources manager still felt awkward around me but by then I had moved on.

At one point, my desk overlooked the Penguin publishing building and whenever I looked across the road, I would daydream about writing about my travel experiences one day, maybe in my old age. But I never really imagined such a dream might one day come true.

Later on, I worked as corporate travel consultant in Mayfair. Within three weeks of being in the job, they had to let me go because of the September 11 attacks. They could not keep me as I was only temping at the time. You have to work in London to survive, like in any big city, but even more so in London as everything costs an arm and a leg. Therefore, I took a job a week later as a sales assistant in a bakery shop down the road from the flat. When I saw my first pay, I was shocked and felt the heartbreak of all those people who work so hard for below minimum wages, accept the low pay in order to survive because they have no other choice. 

Meanwhile I kept looking for another job. But what I was not looking for at the time was to make new friends. One day I went to the one-pound shop across the road from the bakery and dropped in my CV. The next day I got a phone call late in the afternoon; the manager conducted a phone interview. The following day, I was asked to fill in some paper work and told I could start as soon as possible; I was offered a temporary job for the Christmas period. 

I accepted the job and started working at the beginning of the next week, not knowing it was a job that would lead me to my dream. 

It was a very hard time in many ways; I was thinking of moving to Canada for a while to live and work there and experience life in another city. But I was still in a relationship, although it was not in the happiest of stages. I had moved in with Elias by now, but it was not easy. The constant arguments over every little thing were getting to me. We were living together without either of us having our own space and discovering that compromise did not come naturally. This affected our relationship terribly.

The job at the one-pound shop was very hard and tiring. I worked like a man, lifting boxes up the ladder, down the ladder, stocking shelves, serving customers, standing on my feet all day long from 8am to 6pm. You could say that it was all in a day’s work for someone working in retail but I was not prepared for it to be so exhausting physically. Although I had worked in department stores in the past in Sydney, including David Jones, as well as in London at the House of Fraser, nothing could compare to the run around and the physical demand involved in this job on a daily basis. The pay was not great but at least it was better than the bakery shop. After all, beggars cannot be choosers, I would tell myself, especially when our options are limited. 

At the time, my work permit was due to expire and because I was waiting for my visa to be extended, I could not leave the country. If I did leave, it would prolong the process or the visa could be cancelled. I was not in the friendliest of moods at this time of my life. I am normally known to be very approachable, sociable, outgoing and chatty. But now I was reserved and did not want to talk much with work people unless it was work related. I had a lot on my mind, things that required me to take action. 

There was a beautiful Italian girl called Barbara who worked at the one-pound shop. She had dark brown hair to her shoulders, sparkly brown eyes and a beautiful smile. She always wanted to have chat with me. I tried not to say much, just give short replies, but she insisted day after day on chatting. One day as we were leaving the shop, we started to walk in the same direction. When she asked where I lived, I told her Kilburn. With excitement in her voice, she sang out in that beautiful Italian accent, ‘me too’. She told me she lived on Burton Road, very close to my place. In fact, we were only three minutes’ walk from each other, and she also lived across the road from one of my Ethiopian friends. 

The next day after work, as we were walking the same direction she asked me to come for dinner. I politely refused her invitation but she insisted, so I agreed. I was greeted by her flatmate Franca
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